78         IN THE NIGHT WATCHES
IN THE NIGHT WATCHES
THE thin flames flicker and die, And the brands glow fierce and red,
As I dream of the days gone by And a dear, dim past long dead.
Gusty and wild the night,
Yet I see in the shadow there Two eyes of a wondrous spiritual light
And a wave of golden hair.
Pale mouth with its sorrowful lips, 0 God I  that the voice I could hear !
For the night rain sullenly drips,
And the wind  drowns the words in my eai\
The red flames fitfully gleam
On the pride of waving hair, Yet I know my darling is a dream
And only the midnight is there.
For the large eyes fade at dawn When the rain beats dull on the eaves,
And the darkness flees from the sad-eyed morn With her rout of withered leaves.
Then I rise from the fireside bleak and cold,
And turn to the garish day, With its eager strife in the getting of gold, Live out my life, and so grow old
In the dust of the long-drawn way.